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truth ! Shall we spend the night here ? Are you gone deaf, ^
or what ? I ask:  shall we spend the night here or drive
on?"
Gregor made no response. He sat huddled, not taking
his eyes off Aksinia's ashen face. The mistress, a hospitable^
and kind-hearted woman, indicated Aksinia with her eyes'
and quietly asked Prokhor:
" His wife ? Are there any children ? "
" Yes. And there are children too ; we've got everything
except good luck/' Prokhor muttered.
Gregor went out into the yard and, seating himself on
the sledge, smoked cigarette after cigarette. Aksinia would
have to be left behind in the village ; to carry her on might
be the death of her. He saw that clearly. He went into the
house and sat down again by the bed.
" We'll spend the night here, shan't we ? " Prokhor
asked,
" Yes. And we may stop over to-morrow."
Shortly afterward the master of the house arrived. He
was a stocky and sickly peasant with crafty, shifty eyes,
who had lost one leg from the knee. Tapping with his
wooden leg, he nimbly limped to the table, took off his
' outdoor clothes, gave Prokhor a sidelong look, and asked:
" So the Lord's sent us guests ? Where are you from ? "
Without waiting for an answer, he ordered his wife: " Hurry
up and give me something to eat. I'm as hungry as a
dog/1
He ate long and greedily. His shifty eyes frequently
rested on Prokhor and on Aksinia's motionless form. Grego^j
came out of the best room and greeted him. The man
nodded his head without speaking and asked :
"Retreating?"
"Yes."
" So you've had enough of fighting, your Excellency ? "
" That's it, more or less."
" Who's that: your wife ? " he nodded at Aksinia,
"Yes,"
" What did you put her on the bed for ? Where are we
going to sleep ? " he turned discontentedly to his wife.
" She's ill, Vania; and I couldn't help feeling sorry for
her."
" Sorry! You can't be sorry for all of them, and look